wy 


| "Ap dyadSor, Wet 1 


LIBERTY ASSERTED: 


OR, THE 


4 


POEM 


4 4 — * 1 
— — _ W_—_ * 3 
+; _ > 


1 Bu cad 2 Teppe x, 2 * 


Tyrtæus de Bellica Viren. 
oe Ber En naſci, | 


| 2 


—— — — — 


By F M 4 45 E R, of aer c. cee 


Lane, and W. Thos in Cambridge. 1727. 


Water! papraphuor. 1 


SIECGCE of GIBRALTAR. 


Written as an Eſſay in wy Spirit of Lucan, | 


3 


Her val Tide * — Lucan, | | 


Lo NDO N. Printed: And Sold by J. Roberecin Waruich . 


3 — 


4 
« 
* 2 
; 
2 


| 
4 
| 
4 
4 
A, 
| 
q 
«| 
0 


TO IBS. 


us 


Lia 
- 


—— 
W 


pL ESPE. 


20, A OTE 


a 
- 


* 


— 


nr 


2 


K 


To the Ricur HoNouRABLE 


3 
Ms” 


Sir ROBERT WALPOLE, 


4 Knight of the moſt Noble Order 
; of the GAR T E R. 


=] ſing to You being writ- 
ß ten on an Occaſion, 
wherein You have {o eminently = 
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DEDICATION 


| Stateſman and a True Patriot; I 


hope it will not ſeem ſo much to 
| force it ſelf upon, as to claim, 
| Your Patronage. 

| Tt will ever be remember'd to 


| Your Honour, how happily You 


| have conducted Affairs in this 


nice Conjuncture; and laid that 


| threat'ning Storm, that had been 
long gathering, and was ready to 
pour down Ruin upon Us. This 
will make Your Name Dear and 
Immortal in the Memory of eve- 


that common Bleſſing, our Native 


One 


| ry True Briton, and even excuſe 
this Ambition in a Young Au- 
| thor, who deſires to make his 

| firſt Appearance in celebrating 


Liberty, under Countenance of 
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DEDICATION. 
One of its moſt Illuſtrious Aſſert- 


ers. He looks for no further 


Praiſe from this Trifle, than to 
be ſaid to have the Spirit of an 
Engliſhman; who is, with the 
Profoundeſt Reſpect, 


SIR, 
Tour moſs Devoted, 
' moſt Obediem, = - 


and moſt Humble Servant, 
Cambridge, "4 
Trin. Col. A | 
Nov. 14,1727. f 
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Hk Reader might perhaps think him- 
e ungentlemanly us d, to have the 
| following Sheets ſlipt into his Hands 

8 without the common Ceremony of a Pre- 
face; we ſhall therefore ſo far comply with the 
Mode, as to make him this little Compliment, 
that he may not come diſguſted to his Entertain- 
A, to the Occaſion of this Poem, Eſſay, or 
| whatever it may be called, he cannot be at a 
| Loſs, If he will not be perſuaded that the 
Author was afted by a laudable Ambition of 
| endeavouring to inſpire his Country-Men nuith an 
I honeft Zeal in Defence of their Native Liberties 


ö 


or (may be) had Blood warm enough, not only 


I zo prevent his being filemt on the Proſpets 


BD 
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fuch 4 Scene, tho diſtant; but to male him 
aui ſo to have bern upon the Spot, and more than 
a Looker-on: It may however be believd avirh- 
ont Difficulty that be had Time enowgh on his 
Hands to employ idly, and choſe a Myſe, as 
others (with leſs Innocence) wou'd a Miſtreſt, 
to throw off- ſome of the Oveyflowings of Fancy, 
and trifle away a few of the gayer Hours of 
Touth. But with this Difference in the Effet, 
that while the Produit of their Loves is gene- 
rally kept as private as poſſible, we venture to 
own our Offspring, tho at the ſame time we 
expoſe it to the Cenſure of the World, and every 
one's M ercy. Yet let me add, that as this Child 
of the Muſe was not begot ſolely for a private 
 Gratification, but for the Entertainment (I wiſh 
I might ſay Benefit) of the Publick, it may hope 
for a more favourable Reception. = 
After all; it may be expected ſomething 


ſoou d be ſaid in Apology for the ſeveral Defici- 
encies, and perhaps Excreſcences, which will 
be found in this Juvenile Compoſition. If it will 
not be admitted as an Excuſe, that the Author 
defign'd this only as a Tryal of his Strength, 


.* 


a more Maſculine Production, u 
ſe is arriv'd to greater Maturity; he 
his more equitable Judges, that if theſe 
Lineaments ſhall be thought worth the Re- 
they Hall come forth in fuller Propor- 
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LIBER RTV ASSERTED: 4 


OR, THE 


81EGE of Gibraltar. 


Ty = Ndulgent Pow'r! whoſe All-ſurveying 


S * friſe; 
But give the Beck, and Empires fall or 
Who from the flaming Miniſtry of Heav'n 

To Kingdoms haſt their Guardian Angels giv'n ; 
To Thee, Advent'rous, I addreſs my Lay: 

Hail! Pow'r Supreme! Indulge this bold Eſlay : 
Bleſs my free Song, my kindling Soul inſpire, lire. 
And with warm Senſe of Heav n- ſprung Freedom 
3 With 


Wich proud Deſign, it in i ſecret League combin' d, 


High Schemes of Empire rolling in their Mind, 
Sony and the German in un-happy Hour 


Had plann' da wild Extraragance of Pow'r, 
| Nations free-born beneath their Yoke to lay, 
And o'er their Lands extend their Iron-ſway ; 


W hen Providence, that ever guards the Juſt, 
Did thus his Will to Britain's Genius truſt. 


Haſte, Guardian Seraph, to thy Charge belowz 4 
Let Walpole's Care theſe forming Counſels know; 
| (Walpole, that gives thy Image to Mankind, 
[ | Whom ſcarce in Thought his W s Foes can 
N blind; 
ö Who firm for Freedom and for Brunfwic ſtood, 
And ſtem m' d a Nation's Torrent for its Good. 3 
| tage his gen'rous Thought with wonted Care, 
| And bid him for the Birth of Fate prepare, 


To 


111 


To Him theſe Monarchs faithleſs Leagues explain $73 
Walpole i is equal found to all the Plots of le 
He raid. The Pow” r 170 whate er Tile N 4 
(TheGuardian once of Judab's once-lov'd Throne.) 
Deſcends on Duty, with Importance fraught, 
And, Walpole, prompts, inſenſible, thy Thought 3 
That Thought thou well might'ſ challenge as thy 
own, 9 
Spirits ſuggeſt, nor make their Preſence known. 
Our better Thoughts on prompting Pow'rs depend, 
But thoſe, in chief, watch round his Country 8 Friend: | 
They {till attend the Patriot s lateſt Hours, | 
And as by Stealth infuſe their heav nly Pow” rs." 


Mean: time, our Foes reſoly'd our Rage to dare, 
Britain ſends forth her dauntleſs Sons of War: 


B 3 Her 
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e 
Her full grown Oaks deſcend into the Flood, 
The Ifle to guard, which late to grace they ſtood, | 
Our Fleet, t' aſſert our Title to the Seas, 


EARS ALACRA 
* 


In Triumph rides, and round her Flag diſplays: 
She ſeeks thoſe Troublers of the World's Repoſe, 
And dares all Dangers where ſhe hopes for Foes. 
Her dreadful Thunder wakes the Continent, 

W And warns the Nations, e're tis late, repent. 

A This flies before, the wond'ring World to tell 


Mercy and Pow'r with Britains Monarch dwell ; 
I} Whoſe inborn Goodneſs gives em Leave of Choice: 
His Mercy treats, before his Pow'r deſtroys. 


So with the Voice of Thunder Heay'n begins 

| "RI To warn the World of late-committed Sins; 
WI That happ'ly they may deprecate his Rage, 

And Earneſt with RepentantPray'r aſſwage: 
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But 
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But if to Sin they're obſiinarely bent, 1 
A fiery Rain upon the Sodom's nd Lid 


Squadrons of floating Caſtles ſent 8 
Maintain our wide Dominions on the Flood: 


Th' un-ruffling Deep's ſubjected Plain they preſs, 
And travel ſafe the wat ry Wilderneſs. _ 
Others may o'er the Waves their Paſſage take, 
Alone the Exgliſb there their Dwelling make. 
Fixt in our Fortune, we command the Sea, 
And ſafely fail, of her wild Regions free: 

He far more looſely binds her to his Side, 
Who wedswith * Annual Ring th Inconſtant Bride. 1 
Far other Fates attend our fetter'd Foes, 
Both Winds and Waves their vain Efforts oppoſe; 
While firm encamp'd,. our Armament abides, 4 
And Footing finds upon th' unſtable Tides, 


8 The Duke of Venice. 


By | Theſe 


"Theſe now array the Battle on the Main, 
And with our Naval Foree lay Siege to Spain; 


Thoſe to way-lay their Silver-Fleet prepare, 
And cut off their chief Sinews of the War. 

W Yet how the beſt-concerted Schemes are croſt! 
; : How were our Hopes juſt in Poſſeſſion loſt! 

W Burt who can trace the Paths of Providence, 

Ml Perplext to Thought, and intricate to Senſe! 

0 And who knows all the Ways of guileful Gold, 


_s 1 
7 $i | 


i | [Ic breaks thro? all, and found reſiſtleſs yet, 
1 | Wha wonder then it ſlipt the A * 


4 # Mean- time the Spanzard all Proviſions makes, 


4 E ut bark! the Trumpet's brazen Voice from far 
| Pra loud th' Alarm and Onſet of the War. 


1 Which neither Bars, nor Rocks, nor Seas with-hold £ 


\nd vain, in Thought the Town conteſted takes. 
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[97] 1 
To Arms! to Arms! the Captains Shouts reſound; "y 
To Arms! to Arms! Seas,Skies,and Rocksrebound. 
_ Spain pours her Hoſts in Multitudes along, 


Yet Thouſands here are impotently e, 1 
Then in the Town, ere yet th' Aſſault begin, | 
To fan their Fire, and animate his Men, 

A Gallant Chief, in Place above the reſt, - - Hy 
His liſt ning Bands with manly Warmth _ 


Fellowsin Arms! whom thus our Country's Cauſe * 
T' aſſert our Rights infring'd and Treaties, _ 7 ; 
; Be Men | tis Freedom is the pow'rful IE | 
That aids our Arms, and edges ev'ry N 1 
Freedom! By Nature's Right to all 6044-4 7 1 
The choiceſt Bleſſing in the Gift of Heav'n. 
Lives there a Man that ſees that ſervile 2 * 
Whoſe Boſom ſwells not with ſevere Diſdain,, 
When thus an Hoſt of Slaves dares front — 


of Men? 
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[ 10 ] — 
Sooner ſhall Sheep th' invading Tyger dare, 
And Spain gilt Ram the Britiſh Lion tear, 
Than Spaniſh Slaves ſtrike Albion Sons with Fear.) 
| Gods! How I burn to meet in Arms the Foe, 3 
The Subject's Courage o'er the Slave's to ſhow ; I 
Each Briton might with juſt Ambition boaſt, 
Each Man durſt brave a Troop, each Man himſelf” * 

en Hoſt, 

Our Foes themſelves ſhou d own we greatly dare, = 
| And fly before our Thunder-bolts of War. 
5 | But now the Plain is to our Arms deny'd, ; 
1 Let each Man's Courage at his Poſt be tryd: 
: | Tho Britain with no Aids our Hands ſupply, 
| The Fort we'll free, or in defending dye. 
permit to call paſt Ages to your View, 
i When Xerxes againſt Greece his Millions drew: 
UE How one brave Chief to ſeize a Paſs did dare, 
Ii With fewer Men than we count Squadrons here; 
And ſtopt thoſe Millions in their full Carreer. 


— 
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111 


Laſt, by more Hoſts than he had Men oppreſt. 
2 Diduntleſs, He thus thoſe gallant Men addreſt. 
Be bold! my Friends! ſtand forth againſt the oe; 
b To-day with Pluto we ſhall ſup below. 

There ſpoke the yet-moſt-un-exam pled Soul, 


3 


While Freedom S facred Rage uſurpt him whole. 
And ſhall lefs Ardor in your Boſoms beat, 
When he that falls, may hope a brighter Seat; 


= Rapt from the Pains of Senſe to bleſt Abodes, 


T aſſert his Native Skies, a God among the Gods?" 
The Brave and Virtuous ne'er can dye amiſs; © 
They ſnatch a Foretaſte of their haſten d Bliſs 3 | on 
Seiz d of their Hope, they make Poſſeſſion hoe 
And put their Virtue out of Fortune's Pow'r. 


Be Coward- ſouls by her fierce Whips ehaſtis d, 
N Thoſe ſeaſon d Slaves! Vile Herd! yet Mer- | 


chandis d | 442 4 
Fe or common Uſe, and force clan men * 


N } 
* 4 
4 - RE” 


175 * 
A dull, degenerate World, to Bondage born, 
Will neer be taught to raiſe a Noble Scorn, 


And know how cheap their Freedom may return, 
Swords are entruſted to their Hands in vain, 
Who drag about a Tyrant s galling Chain. 
0 Death! Thou only Remedy of Life, 

To eaſe our W oes, and end the painful Strife! 


Still may' Thou let the Slave and Coward live, 
And but the Gallant and the Brave receive. 
Freedom's our Life! it riots in our Blood! 
And One i is vow'd to make the Other good ; 
Who aims at One, will be by Both withſtood. 
| The Air WC draw, ſtill let us breathe it free: 
An Hour' San Age, not paſs'd in Liberty! 
For me, my Actions ſhall make good my Word, 
Be Life or Death determin'd by the Sword: 
No Terms, however Great, our Foes ſhall bring, 
Shall buy me from my Freedom and my King. 
Our 


[ 13 ] no 
Our Honour ſhall for what may « come provide, 4 | 
And caſt the trifling Thought of Death aſide. 8 
But ſaid 1 Death ! F orgive my idle Tongue; 
Our Handful ſhall out- brave their Thouſands firong: 
They come but here to leave their loaded Life, 


While Your's is Honour, and a glorious Strife. 
Too much is ſaid to kindle up the Brave, 
And Words are but miſ-ſpent upon the Slave. 


He faid. His Words the eager Bands inſpire 
From Man to Man they catch th Infectious Fire. 
In well-approvin g Sign the Warriors wave 

Their Hands up-lifted, and their Boſoms heave 
With fierce Impatience for th expected Foe, 

And each does with a Leader's Ardor glow. 


Nor fail'd th! Lerias on the liſted Plain, 
To ſpirit up with Threats his banded Train, 


[14] 
In boaſtful Speech —By Heav'ns, the Man that dares 
To ſtoop a Thought to Death's inglorious Fears ; 
Or but betray the Glimm rings of Deſpair, | 
That yon' proud Fort ſhall long withſtand the War 3 
His Life's laſt Blood ſhall reek upon my Sword, 
Outcaſt his Carcaſs, and his Name abhorr'd. 
Ere oft yon Orb of Light ſhall walk his Round, 
| 1 truſt thoſe Tow'rs to tumble to the Ground. 
That Rock, which Nature's Hand for Safeguard caſt, 
Shall yield to Force, and fail its Truſt at laſt. 
In vain the Foe ſhall then for Mercy plead: 
Your Britiſh Boaſters to a Man ſhall bleed! 
Till not one babling Tongue remains, to tell 
Their rueful Fate, and by what Force they fell. 
But Words delay the waſteful Works of War: 


| No more — be ſtrong they conquer ſtill, who dare. 


Now Cannons War's mad Rage, preluding, roar, 
And Eccho frights the ſtunn'd repeating Shore ; 


When near advanc'd, th Pow'rs of Spain ruſh on, 
And vain in Thought, already force the Town. 


* Wedg'd Foot to Foot, th' aſſailing Legions cloſe, 


Man bears on Man, and theſe urge on to thoſe: 
Pikes lean on Pikes, on Armour Armour's ſhock'd, 
Creſts nod o'er Creſts, while fide by ſide is lock d: 


They ſweep the Plain; in haſte the round devour !4 


Their Hands a Tempeſt, un- availing, pour 
Upon the Foe, and rain an idle Show'r; 

Eſſay of Rage! When, like the Lightning $ Blaze, 
The Britiſh Thunder its red Wrath diſplays: ' 
A Storm of Death upon the Foe is blown, 

And in an inſtant Hoſts are overthrown. 

So Jove, when Rebels ſtorm'd his bright Abode, 
But thunder'd, and his Foes confeſs'd the God. 


Thus ſtunn d, the Spaniards ſtand aloof with Fear, 


And leſs confiding the dread Baſtion dare. 


2 vid. Hom, Il. 8. Stat. lib: 7. 


But 
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[16] 
But ſee how Heav'n with 4/bjon's Arms does fide, 
While from the Walls her Foes are warmly ply'd ; 
| Asfiery Fates in ruddy Storms are thrown, 
The burning Soldiers in a Deluge drown: 
Relieving Floods work thro each hoſtile Mound, 
And ſap and ſweep the Breaſt-· works tothe Ground. 
| While Fires above the Face of Heay'n deform, 
Torrents below the drench'd Encampments ſtorm, 


Such Saps the * Grecian Bulwark did deſtroy, 
1 Their ſaving Fence from Heay'n-defended Troy: 
| His liquid Stores the Thunderer let go, 
And bade all Heav'n's inceſſant Flood- gates flow, > 
Then in a Guſh deſcend the Skies below: * 
With Strength collected pour the thund'ring Tides, 
And o'er the Mole the Hoſt of Waters rides; 
| Down comes the ſmoaky Ruin to the Ground, 


And all the Works in whelmy Waves lyedrown'd. 
# vid. Il. 13. Leſs 


LAY 
Leſs toil'd was Cæſar heretofore in Spain, 
Diſtreſs'd by un-obſequious Floods of Rain, > 
When he thus ſought to give the World 2 ) 
For Nature ſtill is backward to obey 


Tyrannick Lords, and bars their hoſtile Way. 


Back- ſtarting, dire Diſmay oppreſs d the Throng, 
While ſheety Flames like livid Lightning flung 
As from the Sky, and hiſſing o'er their Head, 
Scatter a deadly Show'r of liquid Lead; 
While all the Eaſe that to their Pains is lent, 
They've Leave to ſeek a cooler Element ; 
Where all the ſad Relief their Hopes deſire, 
Is only by a milder Fate t expire. 


So when huge Etna bellows from below, 
And to a Head the kindling Whirlwinds grow; F 
And force the boiling Furnace t' overflow; 
Vid. Lucan, lib; IV, C X As 


[23] 

As from the Top it belches out a Flood 

Of molten Earth, and ſpews its Bowels all abroad, 
The dire Convulſion ſhakes its loweſt Baſe, 
And bids the furious Main its Bound'ries paſs: 
With Force conjoin'd they deluge all the Plain, 
And with his Labours whelm th' afſifleſs Swain; 
The burning Ruin ſpreads the bord'ring Towns, 


And by a 1 Flood the Country doubly 
* 


% 


| Refolvd, to Death thoſe bold Aſſailants 80, 
And tempt the Fury of a braver Foe; 
They, un- provok d, their upward Miſchief ſhed, 
And pull th' unwilling Thunder on their Head: 
Like Children ſhoot their Wrath againſt the Sky, 
While on their Heads their Arrows downward fly. 
Thus Sailors oft when with too forward Care 
They ſee a low-hung, loaden Cloud appear, 
Grown apprehenſive of the wat'ry War, 


They 


-[ 19] 
They firſt attack the Typhor ere it riſe 
Above, and intercept the darken'd Skies; 
But with a ſhort or un-availing Hail, 
Their upward Engins the big Cloud aſſail, 
Till full condens'd its Waters burſting flow, 


we. 


And ſouſe in liquid Death the flound ring Crew; 
Down links the ſatter d Ship, and ſeeks the 
Depths delete $ 
And now the wrathful Inſtruments of Death 
Spread Ruin horrible on thoſe beneath; 
A fiery Devaſtation raves around, 
And Show rs of rain d Granadoes tear the Ground: 
Burſting, the burning Miſchief flies about, 
And ſcatters Deaths and Torment round the Rout; | 
Writhing in Death! here Heaps are rowl'd * 1 
; 3 weeps; 
The running Wild- fire thro” whole Sele 
The Waſte of War ev'n Deſolation weeps! 3. 
C 5 The 
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The Nitrous Grain diſplodes a furious Blaſt 
Of Fate, while groaning Thouſands gaſp their laſt 
The rending Balls with various Glut repleat, 
Charg'd with the ruthleſs F amily of Fate, 


Bounce on the Crowd, and daſh wide Ruin round, 


And Scalps and ſcatter'd Limbs of Men beſtrew 
| [itt enſanguin'd Ground. 


On this Hand, Fate s moſt deathful Engines play, 
And belch their Bowels i in a Burſt away. 


The Bellowing, horrible! torments the Air, 

| While downward Balls Earth'sfirmFoundations tear: 
. Deſtruction iſſues in thick ſtreamy Clouds, 

And Fates unſeen deſcend on Multitudes. 

Mid' theſe, huge Globes by ſweepy Chains connext 
un this loud Storm of Death and Tempeſt mixt, 

| F ly diverſe, and from wid' ning Diſtance draw 
A n of Slaughter, and whole ee mow. 


Hiſſing 


[ 21 ] A 
Hiſſing in Death, they ſtrait behead an Hoſt, 
And gory Sculls aloft in Air are toſt. 
By others Flames in wavy Flakes are flung, 
Which downward on th' Aſſailants burn along; 
They catch their ſhelt'ring Works, and roll away 
In ſcorching Veh'mence, and the Foes diſplay 
Bare to th' Attack, while from the Ramparts beat, 


In fretting Impotence they ſow'r retreat. 


Others prepare a diſtant War to wage, 

From ſtrong Machines they hurl their Miſſile Rage; 

Stones, Rocks, and Bombs in ratt'ling Tempeſt pour 
; Upon the Foe, and rain a clatt'ring Show'r. 
While ſome vaſtFragment from an Engine thrown, 

Deſtructive, fromthe Walls comes thund'ring down, ( 
And thro' whole Troops reſiſtleſs journeys on; 


And craſhing, cracking, Heaps on Heaps it rowls, 
Maſhes their Bones, and cruſhes out their Souls: 
C 3 With 


1 
With Hills of Carnage all the Plain it ſtrows, 


Then with a Force unſpent, deep into Ground it 
[plows. 


So from a Mountain's Brow by Torrents wand 
Or loos d by Age, or furious Whirlwinds torn, 


1 Down the vaſt headlong Steep 1 bann 7 
Rock is born; l 


Oer crackling Woods the pond'rous Ruin pours, 


And with its Weight its downward Way devours; 
ö Till urg d aloft, it whirling ſprings amain, 

| Thenin a thund' ring Craſh deſcends, and grinds the 
ſmoaking Plain: 

Herds, Men and Woods it ſweeps impetuous o'er, 


| Earth groans, the Seas reſound, and Heav'n returns 
[the Roar. 


Now various Slaughter loads the groaning Plain, 
Which heaves, and riſes hilly with the Slain: 


The 


[ 23 ] 
The baleful Works of Death around are ſpread, 
And by the Dead the Dying are o'er-laid. 


The Wounded fall, and drown in gory Streams, 
While Death, thus vary'd, ſtill more deadly ſeems! [ 
'The Clank of Arms and Shouts of Hoſts ariſe, 


And one loud Peal of Groans ſwells upwards to 
{the Skies. 


Now not content to beat th'Aſſailants back, 

Fir'd with Succeſs, they | daring Sallies make; 
Deſtruction follows where they lead the Way, 

And wild Up- roar ſucceeds to Diſ-array. 

Deaths are in prodigal Profuſion flung, 

While Flight and Terror on the Hindmoſt hung: 

The bellowing Tubes, which from afar aſſail, 

Shoot after, deathful, in a fiery Hail; 

Chain'd Thunderbolts are in a Burſt let looſe, 


And in their Flight o'ertake and ſtop the Foes : 


W 4 Whizzing 
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Whizzing, they ſinge the Air and ſcorch the 
Ground, 80 
| And the rude Roar Heay'ns een rebound. 
j All Arms that vengeful, hoſtile Hands elance, 
| Adminiſter to Fate, and Works of Death advance. 


| Noryet by Land alone are Fates abroad; 

{ Unſeen, from Sea the Strand with Limbs they load. 
| Our Ships of War, drawn up in dread Array, 
Pour Death upon em from the bord'ring Bay; 
From Mouths of Cannon belch'd, the Furies fly, 
j Inflict with Noiſe the Ears, with Stench the Sky: 


Tue Slaughter-breathing Vapour, cogent, drives 
The Iron-Death, which un-foreſeen arrives. [Ire 2 
| 9 


; Shock'd with the Scene, where Heav'n declares his 


The Soil unſettÞ'd, and the Floods on Fire ; 
Of Stand unpow'rful, headlong they diſperſe, 
And ſee heir Works aroſe with Heay'ns averſe. 


0 Yet, 
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Yet, un- remiſſive, burn the Britiſp Balls, 
In Thunder volly'd from our Wooden Walls; 
The loud'ning Roars rebellow o'er the Beach, 
Swell inthe Winds, and Heav'n's laſt Limits reach: 


Diſtreſs in various Views, with vary'd Mien, 


Fills up the Horrors of the Deathful Scene. 


Had you, with ſome protecting Pow'r to guide, 
And bid the War s mad Furies turn aſide, | 
W alk'd thro” the embattel'd Squadrons, and beheld 
The various Havock of the bleeding Field; | 
Deaths in a thouſand diff ring Shapes wou'd riſe, 
And multiplying Horrors ſtrike your Eyes. 
A winged Wound thro' one Man's Bowels goes, 
And in a Guſn his Life-Blood, oozing, flows; 
His open'd Vitals pour from out the Wound, + 
And, as he reels, he treads them on the Ground. 1 
Diſmember'd, this ſtands forth a living Trunk ; 4 
This ſwims in Darkneſs, and with Death is drunk: 
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A fourth, as ſiruggling with his Fate he lay, 
Roſe againſt Death, and linger'd out his Day, 
Till overſet in Shades, he ſobs his Soul away. 
Some in their Throat the pointed Death receive, 


Some at one Blow deſcending Faulchions cleave ; 
One on the Ground a tilted Spear extends, 


While pierc'd to th'Heart another writhing bends. 


A batt'ring Stone on this, unhop'd, arrives, 

And at his Breaſt with forceful Fury drives; 

Loos d with the Shock, the burſting Eye-balls ſtart, 
And all its Torrents pours the bleeding Heart; 
Noſe, Mouth, and Ears well out a purple Flood, 
With Pain the Pores the guſhing Stream withſtood: 
The Nerves unbrace, the Heart can beat no more, 
And Life floats off in ebbing Tides of Gore. 


Others, in headlong Flight arreſted, dye 
By whiſtling Bullets, kindling as they fly. 


On thoſe an angry burſting Bomb deſcends, 
And ſhiver'd Heads in dire Diſploſion rends: 


[27] 

ue ſadden Ruin fierce arrives in Wrath, 
Laviſhes Fate in Wantonnefs of Death; 
Yet in its Rage a Clemency appears, 


It ſtrikes like Lightning, and prevents Mens Fears. 


There ſee the Foes by Night themſelves engage, 
And clear us half the Blood-ſhed of the Siege: | 
Stretch'd by their Com'rades onthe Midnight Field, 
By Wounds un-hoſtile Multitudes are kill'd. 
Such is the Fate Oppreſſors {till attends, 

Of Foes ſecure, they're doom'd to fall by Friends. 


Some wou'd to Chance have this Rencounter giv'n, 
Vain Word! the Muſe ſhall point it right to Heav'n. | 


8o when th A Hrian againſt Judah roſe, 
And Salem his ſurrounding Hoſts encloſe ; 


Vain of his Might, and ſwoll'n with i impious Pride, | 


While he their King and Guardian God defy'd; 
Th Al. 


ö 
| 
1 
| 
; 
5 
| 
| 
; 
| 
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I Th' Almighty breath'd his Vengeance o'er the Plain 
Buy Night, and Morning found his thouſands ſlain: 


b Tho' Peſtilential Winds the Blight might caſt 
| From vith'ring Wings, as o'er the Hoſt they paſt ; 
Tis ſure an Angel led the baleful Blaſt. 


Now urg 4 for Room, the Muſe cou'd nigh com- 
plain; 


| To riot in Deſcription of the Slain, 
| She almoſt dar'd an un-fought Battel feign ; 

| Or make the Fleets encounter on the Main: 

n Thought at leaſt ſhe'd humbled haughty Spair. 
| | Lur'd with the Foretaſte of th' expected War, 
And fleſh'd with Slaughter, ſhe'd yet further dare. 
We ſhou'd not Lacan's daring Youth admire, 
| Had not Pharſalia ſet his Soul on fire: 

| The greateſt Theme the World cou'd then allow 


Y Made Pegaſus his utmoſt Mettle ſhow. 


S * The Het Winds end very fatal in thoſe Countries, Ses Thevenot' 
8 Tray ras eat f 
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Enough for us, on his firſt Tryal bent, . 


Tf the young Bard is found not Impotent. 


As Fove's Imperial Birds, which ſcent from far 


The yet-live Carnage of the promis'd War, 
Their gen'rous Eaglets tow'rd the Field convey, 
And lead th' un-enter'd Pupils to the Prey: 

Ik Peace, un-hop'd, ſhou'd fruſtrate their Intent, 
The fancy'd Feaſt unprov'd their Young lament, 


| 


And to returning Flight reluctantly are bent. 
So we. — ” 
3 bear. 
But, Muſe, theſe harſh, ill- timd Complaints for- 
Who cou'd, but Walpole, conquer without War? FE 
Firm to our Freedom, to his Sov'reign true, 
He fay'd his Country, and their Money too. 
How deep our Veins muſt bleed, he underſtood; - | 
For Sterling is the Nation's Vital Blood! — 
With 


With pond'ring Mind he, inly griev'd, ſurvey'd * 


_  * So whena ſhort permitted Pow'r was giv'n,}' 2 
That Man's Arch-Foe,by ſought Dominion driv'n, } ©! 
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Th' Event that on th' expenſive War was laid: 
In J uſtice Scales then all exactly weigh d- 


He gave to Ceſar thence his Fate to View ; 


His mounted Scale aloft the German knew, (tue 


Then truckl'd to a Truce, and did bar Friendſhip 


Challeng'd their Chief, and dar'd the Hoſts of | 
Heav'n; 4 


| | To intercept th' Effects of ſuch a * 
And Wreck of Worlds that muſbenſue that Day; 


Straight Providence hung forth amid' the Sky 
The Scales of Fate, the warring Chiefs to try: 


| In either Disk was laid a ſev'ral Weight, 


The Sign of Parting One, and One of Fight; 3 
ese Milton's Paradiſe Loſt, 2. 45 


(9) = 
Light as a paſſing Thought or Morning Dream, 
| Inſtant, the Laſt up-flew, and kickt the Beam. 
Th Arch-fiend beheld his Fate with falling Creſt, 


Grinn'd with diminiſh'd Pride, and the vain Chal- 
llenge ceaſt. 


Mean- time Spain's tutelary Power, who ſtood 
Intent, and Britain's verging Balance view d, 
Flies off, t' inſpire the Majeſty of Spain 1 
With humbler Thoughts, and ſhew his Schemes how 


But yet a dreadful Maſſacre ſucceeds, 
And Spain chro all her gall'd Beſiegers bleeds. 
The Thirſt of Freedom fires our Britons Breaſts, 
And with a ſacred Violence infeſts: 
Such glorious Heat in Arms is due to Thee, 

Thou Soul of Being, God-like Liberty! 

For Thee the War's Expence is well repaid, 

Our Credit ſtrengthen d, and enſur d our Trade; | | 
. Each 


Ty 
Each Britiſh Warrior, in his Country's Right, - 
Burnt for: Engagement, and requir'd the Fight: 
Each Brizif Heart with Indignation ſwell'd,, | 
Fach ſubject- Paſſion of the Soul rebell'd 

Againſt the Thoughts of Indolent Repoſe, 

bf When brav'd and bearded by inſulting Foes. 

| Contending Senates lengthen'd out Debate, 

il And ſtilr d with Pain the Strivings of the State; 
Til with the Royal Word mad Factions cloſe, 


UH Then from diſcordant Sceds all-beauteous Freedom 
1 3 CLoſe. 


WA Aiſtant Reign, diſdainful, I ſurvey, 
j When Hireling Wits, the Proſtitutes of Pay, 7 
Durſt compliment our Liberties away. 
Others wou'd Bondage too from ae teach: 

Eternal Shame fit on th' au-hallou d Wretch, 


= Who durſt belye his God, and flatt' ring Fables l 
| preach. . + 3 a 
3 , W hat- 


| ſ | 3 3 4 


Whate er pretended Pow r ſome boaſt to have, 


God ne'er made Man to be another's Slave! 

Go far a baſe Dependance I diſown, 

I'd be no Underling to wear a Crown! 

Gods! give me Freedom and a plenteous Eaſe, 
And Mad-men with your gilded Play-things pleaſe! 
Careleſs, I look your Random-favours o'er, | 


[ crave not Wealth - but let me ne'er be poor. 


Lucan, bold Youth, do thou my Soul inſpire, | 
And warm a Briton with a Roman Fire. 

Whilſt I bleſt Freedom's heav 'nly Sweets rehearſe, 
I ſpurn the Coldneſs of meck V; irgit's Verſe. 
Headſtrong 1 in Youth, like Thee I dare engage, 
Oh might thy Spirit break out in my Rage! 
As loud in Freedom 8 Cauſe my Voice d raiſe, 


Of Cenſure careleſs, un-purſuin 8 Praiſe: 


2 
8 
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I ſcorn the Praiſe of Pleaing, and the Care, 
In this may I a True. born Briton hear. 
What Heats of urging Thought my Boſom ſwell? 
Oh that my Readers were but wirin d is well! 
Was this InfeQious Virtue blown around, * 
That not one Slave in Britain might be found, 
My Verſe ſhou'd with its wiſh d Reward be 


crown'd: 


Nor be it there, when once 'tis up, confin'd, 

But wih a Trumpet Voice ſound Freedom to 
LMankind. 

1 | Incentive, thus thy Orthian Song was provid, 

i | And Men grew Heroes as the Muſick mov d: 

[ | The Pow” r of Numbers did new Souls inſtill 

7] And gave em Rage to dare, and Strength to kill. 

Thus Pannick Fear once Sparts 5 Sons alarms, 

The Warriors loſt their Appetite for Arms; 3 


| : | Tyrteus 
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Tyrteus rais'd his Strain; ; their Rage returns, 
Each Breaſt heaves high, and for the Battel burns; ; 
The ſacred Thirſt of Fight the Man deyours, | | 


And thro” his Soul a Fluſh of Spirits pours. 


But to be Vaſſals ſome, when free, rebell; 
In Luſt of Licence thus Arch-Angels fell; 
The Sons of Heay' n became the Slaves of Hell: ) 
The reſt in free Obedience did rejoice, 

And made their Duty Liberty of Choice, 


Thoſe reſtleſs Spirits brook Reſtraint with Pain, 
And wou'd be freer i in the mildeſt Reign! 
Of Eaſe grown weary, and from F reedom broke, 
Of Tyrant Licence they receive the Yoke. 
Say, lovely Peace of Mind, where doſt thou live? 
Thou canſt alone this bliſsful Freedom give. 


D 2 The un- 
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Th' unſettl'd Wretch to Novelty inclin'd, 


Turn'd looſe at large, is ſtill too cloſe confin'd: 


By ſuch wild Whims of working Fancy whirl'd, 
: His Mind's his Torture, and his Cage the World. 


Britons! on whom propitious Stars did ſmile, 
Which gave you to this Heav'n's moſt favour d te; 
Aſſert your happy Privilege of Birth, 

And call your inborn Heat of Courage forth; 
Take all th' Advantage kinder Pow'rs diſpenſe, 
And make the moſt of ſmiling Providence. 
With Scorn I've ſeen th aſſuming Vilage-Lord 
By his tame Vaſſals more than half ador'd! 


Strange! in a Country breathing to be free, 


| Some make ſo cheap their Native Liberty 
But ſtranger yet that Tyranny ſhou'd dare 
Uſurp on thoſe, whom Brunſwic makes his Care! 


" 


Foe]. 


Ye loſt to Shame! call up your abject Soul, ef 


Let manlier Paſſions in your Boſoms roul. - - © 
Ve Herd! that ſeem for baſeſt Uſe deſign d 
| b The cheap, neglected Rabble of Mankind! - 
| Unheeded Footſteps of th Ambitious Great! 
Who, as it well deſerves, your Meanneſs treat! 
You ſtoop your Backs to mount their heady Pride, 
Then are as uſeleſs Lumber thrown aſide. 
Gods! that aSoul,which boaſts Deſcent fromHeav'n, 
Can be to ſuch unmanly Baſeneſs driv'n! 
Ariſe, Degenerate! let your Boſoms heave 
With freer Spirits, and ſhake off the Slave. 
Dominion rais d on Beauty, or on Pow'r 
E'er treats them worſt, who fondly moſt adore! . 
For Tyrants of each Sex enflave, we know, 
None but the Paſſive Fools, who make em ſo. 
In vain a Tameneſs for their Mercy ſues, 
That but adds Spirit they ne er fail to uſe! 
"Rs Thus 
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To ſlay the gentle Firſllings of the F old; . 
Unpiteous, he unſheaths his butch'ring Knife, 


And, murd'rous! threats th'unfriended Lambkin' s E 


Pleading the tender Innocence appears, n 


With ſuppliant Kneelings and tba Tears: 
Yet he, the Churl! unmoy'd by earneſt Eyes, k 
And all his Childrens imitated Cries, | 
Preſſes the Blade, and — the meek Pleader dies . 
While prowling Wolves and Lordy Beaſts of) 

Aa Frey 5 5 | 
| | | Freeof the Wood-land Kingdoms alk away, ſ 
Nor fear.the Checks of Arbitrary Sway. J 

Man, only Man is that tame, humble Beaſt 

That by his Fellow-Savage is oppreſt: 3 

The more the Meekneſs of | the Lamb he bears, 

The more "Inſults of Lordly Pow r he ſhares. 


Pad. 80 | But 


Thus oft th entruſted Guardian will make bold } 


fs  wagad 
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hut we, thark Heav'n for more Indulgent Fate, 
peer not th' Oppreſſions of th' Un-govern'd Great! 
IF George us from Foes, and from our ſelves defends; 
And treats us not like Vaſſals, but his Friends. 
Bleſt King! Bleſt Subjects Knew we but our Bit 
But moody Throngs will ever run amiſs? 3 
What Verſe cou'd warm fach wayward Wills to 
The Sweets that from their preſent Bleſſings flow! 
To paint out God-like Freedom Fancy flags, 
Deſcription faint behind the Image lags 
But Thought alone can this firſt Bleſſing reach, 
And taſted Freedom its own ſelf muſt teach. 
But then to give't in Picture to the Slave, 
What Preſence ſhou'd the warm Expreſſion have ! 


Tyrants, take heed to Slaves you truſt the Taſte, 
Your Bond-men fromtheir Neck your Yoke wou'd 
caſt; 


Nations 


[40] 

Nations wou'd burn to do their Honour Right, 
'Seizetheir own Freedom, and be bleſt in ſpight. 
Sure pitying Pow'rs to Slaves its Sweets conceal, 
| Left they thro? Death to Liberty ſhou'd ſteal. 
How ſhall the Slave behold his Maker's Face, 

; And bear him back his Image in Diſgrace! 

It is Vaffront the Majeſty of Heav'n, 
To fell that Birth-right God himſelf has giv'n. 


Who firſt o'er Man uſurpt deſpotic Rule, 
And taught ſucceeding Tyrants to controul; 
| To endleſs Infamy his Name's conſign d, 
Markt out the common Curſe of all Mankind. 


Oh that my Verſe was to thoſe Climes convey'd, 
Where Slay' ry Human Nature waſte has laid; 
Where from the Clay. God's Image is defac'd, 


And that of Tyrants on the Vaſſals plac'd; 
Where 


Where Heav' with i Pity, or wk Som ache a. 
Upon his Handy- work he ſcarce can on, 

If ought of Man they boaſt beſides the . 14 
My Verſe their recreant Ardour ſhou'd reclaim; 
Reſtore the Man, and make em turn their Ae 
7 In Rage of Scorn, on their Imperious Lords: 

The Threats of Pow'r they'd daringly aelpiſe, - q 
And look on Tyrants with neglecting Eyes. 


Look-up, O Man, nor heed what thou art here, 
Think what thou in Hereafter ſhalt appear. 4 
Ye better Few, behold that Azure Sk, 
And hope to heir the bright Eternity. 
Vet a ſmall Time (for Years lide faſt away) 
Full Age to You your Birth-right ſhall cone. 
The poor, good Man that now laments his I. 8 
Shall ſhoot away on ſwifter Wings than Thought, 
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Night, 
101 he 1 the fteer Fields of Light : 


* . * 


Seiz d of his fair Reverſion in the Sky, 
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| He melts in Pleaſures of Eternit 


try a Taſte of Bliſs the Dying only 
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